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TO 


HARRY  HUNTON 


Good  Friend — True  Comrade — now  for  many  years; 
We  had  some  battle — but  no  spears,  nor  tears — 
While  we  may  differ  on  a  score  of  things — 
Yet  still  each  quarrel  fought  without  keen  stings, 
We  knit  together  in  a  hundred  ways — • 
Diverse  in  character — for  each  betrays 
The  Fringes  of  a  difference  of  Race — 
The  Yorkshire  with  Scotch-Irish  go  apace 
In  Books,  in  Pictures,  in  Historic  Pages, 
And  such  may  we  go  on  through  Endless  Ages — 
Only  one  vital  difference  in  sooth — 
But  as  to  that,  my  heart  is  never  mute — 
/  know  His  true,  most  surely  The  Lord  Christ 
With  us  "  Two  Fellows"  in  a  Gracious  tryst. 
Lo,  when  The  King  of  Glory  comes  again, 
As  Risen  Saints  we  two  be  in  His  Train — 
Shall  see  Him  by  One  Word  His  Foes  put  down — 
Shall  see  Him  on  This  Earth  wear  Earthly  Crown — 
By  one  Word  every  warring  element  shall  cease — 
Lo,  then  His  title  shall  be — Prince  of  Peace! 
Then  we  shall  walk  together  the  new  Earth — 
See  it  a  place  of  Plenty,  Joy  and  Mirth. 
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I  see  the  shock  when  the  Mad-men  meet 
Trampling  the  dying  beneath  their  feet, 
The  murderous  eye,  and  the  wild  beast  teeth. 

I  can  see  the  vision  in  startled  eyes 
As  in  the  mire  and  blood  The  Victim  lies, 
In  his  heart's  ears  ringing  his  children's  cries; 

He  can  see  his  wife  at  the  garden  gate, 
Where  his  children  swing,  and  wait,  and  wait — 
They  shall  never  hear  of  the  Father's  Fate! 

With  the  wife's  kiss  still  moist  upon  his  lips- 
He  feels  as  yet  the  wee  baby's  finger  grips — 
Then  darkness  all — earth's  life  in  deep  eclipse. 

"Slain  in  the  Battle,"  that  all  they  shall  know, 
The  dank  pit  where  he  lies  can  no  man  show; 
The  orphans  and  widow  to  suffering  go! 

I  see  plighted  maid  where  the  roses  grow, 
Her  heart  as  chill  as  mid  winter's  snow, 
And  the  bliss  of  mating  shall  never  know. 

I  see  hungry  children  in  foulsome  room — 
I  see  widow's  weeds,  and  the  empty  womb — 
And  thousands  shall  walk  to  the  death  in  gloom 

I  can  see — 

But  stay,  who  hath  done  this  thing? 
Be  he  President,  Kaiser,  Czar  or  King, 
The  curses  of  millions  to  garments  cling. 

The  wise  are  confounded — they  know  not  why 
The  Almighty  who  rules  the  Earth  and  Sky 
Should  will,  or  permit  that  the  thousands  die. 

This  wasting  of  harvest — the  burnt  home  hearth — 
This  flashing  of  anger  from  God's  love  heart 
They  feel  like  saying — "Let  such  God  Depart ." 

They  grope  in  the  darkness  as  they  were  blind, 
As  in  horrible  pit,  without  hope,  confined, 
Their  hopes  all  blasted  by  War's  whirlwind. 

Men  were  enamored  with  what  men  had  done — 
Scientific  groping  such  wonders  won — 
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Men's  knowledge  as  vast  as  the  light  of  the  Sun. 

They  felt  as  if  Gods — in  their  daring  pride 
The  Book  of  Jehovah  was  cast  aside — 
As  Guidance  of  Man  its  value  denied. 

And  the  Nations  honored;  such  daring  men 
Could  honor,  renown  and  wealth  surely  win — 
Most  blatant,  vicious,  denying  all  sin. 

Loud  in  halls  of  learning  the  serpent's  hiss — 
The  Nation's  applauding  thought  nothing  amiss 
That  Professor  to  Christ  giving  Judas'  kiss. 

The  Churches  grew  lax  in  their  thoughts  and  views — 
For  the  Teaching  some  Ministers  gave  the  pews 
Read  surely  in  Hell  as,  "Glorious  News." 

From  Pulpit  to  Pew,  from  Pew  to  Street, 
In  populous  ear  the  message  was  sweet — ■ 
There  was  no  such  thing  as  God's  Judgment  Seat. 

The  Ten  Commands  were  found  in  a  Book 
That  Ezra's  Priests  from  imaginings  took— 
Priest's  forgery  lies — so  churches  forsook. 

So  mad  for  pleasure — for  shimmer  of  gold — 
Warnings  Jehovah  had  given  of  old 
Were  verily  lies  by  paid  priests  told. 

Like  Teacher — The  People  grew  mad  and  blind — 
Thrust  the  warnings  of  God  from  works  and  mind — 
And  set  out  of  a  Better  God  to  find. 

They  found  One!    A  Scot  rich  with  golden  gain — 
From  making  War  armaments  did  obtain 
Great  Wealth — which  dazzled  both  men's  heart  and  brain. 

So  our  Andy  grown  wan,  and  faint,  and  old, 
In  his  latter  days  would  fain  to  behold 
The  crushing  of  things  which  had  won  his  gold! 

How  Andy  chuckled — why  this  Peace  Game 
Wins  Honor  mere  Money  Bags  could  not  claim, 
Through  ages  goes  thundering  down  his  name. 

So  Andy  stood  up  as  the  Great  High  Priest — 
From  Mightiest  One  to  the  very  Least 
All  Nations  should  come  to  his  golden  feast! 
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He  builded  at  Hague  magnificent  Place — 
Called  to  his  altars  the  best  of  The  Race — 
Lo,  they  saw  in  Andy  a  God-lit  face! 

His  cunning  was  great,  and  sly  serpent  wise; 
With  his  gold  would  some  preachers  subsidize — 
His  gold  was  magnetic  to  Preacher's  eyes. 

And  He  who  made  Morley's  views  his  own, 
From  Myths  of  the  Bible  far  outgrown, 
And  would  not  The  Christ  as  his  Saviour  own! 

This  Man!  they  hailed  as  the  Mouth  of  Peace — 
At  his  hirelings'  call  should  all  warring  cease 
So  that  wealth  of  all  Peoples  may  increase 

They  for  the  Andy  Christ,  The  Christ  forsook, 
They  closed  in  His  face — Jehovah's  own  Book — ' 
Or  wresting  from  Context  fair  verses  took. 

What  a  man  to  Follow  in  Christly  name! 
The  blatant  ministers,  dead  to  all  shame, 
Would  follow  an  One  who  would  Christ  disclaim. 

God  let  fall  on  their  minds  shadowing  cloud — 
And  great  was  the  clamor — and  vast  the  crowd — 
Lo,  The  Prophets  prophesied  long  and  loud. 

"War's  Armaments  to  destruction  hurled — 
The  Battle  Flags  of  all  Nations  furled — 
Peace  Universal  o'er  all  the  World!" 

A  new  revelation  to  all  the  Race — 
The  Rules  of  Commerce  take  Bible's  Place — 
The  God  that  men  worshipped  had  Golden  Face! 

Commerce  the  Gospel  to  bind  all  men — - 
Commerce  Great  Peace  for  all  men  should  win — 
'Til  men  forgot  of  such  falsehood — as  Sin! 

And  Ministers  twisted  The  Word  of  Truth — 
Of  Jehovah's  warnings  were  surely  mute — 
The  Words  of  Jehovah  not  absolute. 

They  held  the  Warnings  of  Christ  in  vain 
He  said:  'Til  I  shall  come  back  again 
There  shall  be  sorrow,  and  wrath  and  pain. 
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Wars  and  W ar's  rumors  shall  never  cease. 
Famine  and  pestilence  not  decrease, 
'  Til  I  return  to  give  Earth  Peace. 

The  Warnings  of  Testaments  Old  and  New 
Were  surely  a  multitude — not  the  few — 
But  all  were  derided  by  Andy's  crew! 

Jehovah  was  silent  and  gave  no  sign, 
But  did  not  to  Andy,  His  place  resign, 
Tho'  His  Words  disputed  in  every  line. 

The  Rules  of  Evil  had  faster  pace-^ 
Cheating,  defrauding  in  market  place, 
The  women-fast  to  lose  motherly  face. 

Pleasure,  just  pleasure  the  only  aim, 
Modesty  losing  its  sense  of  shame — 
And  Truth  burned  up  by  the  Simoon's  flame. 

Heaven  watched,  was  silent,  but  ever  sawj 
The  Nations  transgressing  God's  every  law, 
All  Men  losing  Reverence,  Faith  and  Awe. 

He  beheld  the  incense  from  Hague  arise 
For  the  Nations  had  sent  of  the  best,  most  wise, 
To  the  God,  they  had  made,  to  sacrifice. 

One  day  when  Andy  sent  forth  his  call 
To  gather  his  Prophets  one  and  all, 
That  they  may  again  on  their  Baal  call; 

The  Dogs  of  War  were  all  chained  and  still — 
Men  dreamed  that  Andy  proclaimed  God's  will, 
The  hope  of  Peace  did  all  bosoms  thrill. 

But,  alas,  their  Baal  had  fell  on  sleep, 
He  did  not  a  "patient  watching"  keep, 
And  The  Demons  of  War  swept  up  from  Their  Deep. 

And  a  blaze  leaped  out  of  a  sudden  cloud — 
Lo,  Death  leaped  out  of  its  awful  shroud, 
For  War,  and  War's  trumpet  waxed  loud,  and  loud. 

Lo,  One  Who  had  ruled  with  an  iron  rod 
Sprang  up  full  armed,  with  steel  hoof  shod, 
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Lo,  William,  leaped  forth — The  Whip  of  God! 

Lo,  Death  soon  reaping  the  human  grain — 
His  Holocaust  darkening  the  mountain  and  plain — 
Lo,  Europe  afraid  to  count  of  her  slain! 

The  Whip  of  God!  on  the  Nations'  back 
Shall  be  sodden  with  blood,  and  dire  his  track, 
And  Europe  be  lashed  with  Woe  and  wrack. 

By  the  German  Whip  The  Lord  has  spoken — 
HE  shall  give  by  His  Wrath  a  fearful  token 
But  The  Whip  of  His  hand  shall  be  surely  broken. 

His  merchant  ships  from  the  Seas  be  driven — 
The  strength  of  His  Armies  from  him  be  riven — 
His  Might  to  a  Mightier  hand  be  given! 

Disaster,  Defeat  in  his  pathway  lie 
His  Glory,  His  Pomp  as  a  cloud  pass  by 
His  Hour  of  Dishonor  is  surely  nigh. 

The  Greatest  of  Germans  surely  was  he! 
He  wrought  for  her,  splendid  destiny, 
Feared  on  the  Land  and  honored  at  sea. 

Daring  of  hand  and  cunning  of  brain, 
Vast  were  his  plans  to  gather  her  gain, 
He  wrought,  and  surely  he  wrought  not  in  vain. 

He  sent  her  commerce  o'er  all  the  seas — 
Her  merchant  flag  flapped  in  every  breeze — 
And  the  Orient  crouched  a  slave  at  his  knees. 

And  a  Father  he  was  to  the  Fatherland — 
For  aged  and  poor  had  no  empty  hand — 
The  cry  of  the  poor  he  could  understand. 

But  his  rule  was  iron  in  one  fell  way — 
He  fostered  War  Armaments  day  by  day — 
As  his  heart  had  hungered  for  battle  fray. 

Yet  he  kept  his  peace  for  full  twenty  years — 
So  never  had  German  Mother  shed  tears 
For  the  Boy  who  fell  on  the  foeman's  spears, 

A  wonderful  man  with  an  iron  soul— 
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Who  loving  War,  yet  he  held  control 
Of  his  army  intact  a  wonderful  whole. 

He  raised  the  children  from  very  birth 
To  think  they  were  greatest  of  all  the  Earth — 
And  when  manhood  came  with  weapons  begirth. 

And  he  taxed  his  people  'til  backs  were  sore, 
'Til  it  seemed  that  the  War  Tax  that  they  bore 
Could  not  by  a  straw  weight  carry  more. 

But,  alas,  with  his  greatness  grew  his  pride — 
'Til  he  felt  in  his  will  as  if  Deified! 
Not  the  tongue  of  a  dog  had  dare  defied. 

Did  He  grow  dizzy  and  drunk  with  power? 
For  at  last  there  came  that  awful  hour 
When  he  would  dictate,  o'er  the  Nations'  tower; 

Forgetting — tho'  Kaiser — a  mortal  man 
To  whom  God  had  given  a  brain  to  plan — 
Yet  opposing  God — was  a  flash-in-the-pan. 

And  Germany  too  had  a  locust  host 
\\  ho  spewed  their  venom  on  every  Coast — 
The  dethroning  of  Christ  too  oft'  their  boast. 

Ponderous,  critical  German  mind, 
Alas,  but  their  constant  aim  to  find 
Some  flaws  in  God's  Word  to  blast  human  kind. 

They  were  brutally  rude  in  their  blasphemy — 
They  shattered  the  Thought  of  a  Trinity — 
As  for  Christ — no  better  than  mortal  He! 

They  were  wise  in  their  wisdom  of  many  things — 
Their  ideas  ponderous,  grim — without  wings — 
But  ever  for  God's  Word  sneers  and  stings. 

Their  seemingly  learned  and  ponderous  books 
Had  never  the  sparkle  of  running  brooks, 
But  their  thoughts  were  hard  as  if  cruel  hooks 

Which  tore  the  faith  of  the  heart  and  brain, 
One  read — and  he  never  could  feel  again 
The  refreshing  of  Christ — as  Earth  feels  rain, 

America,  England  had  copies  dim 
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Only  too  eager  to  follow  them — 

And  tear  from  Christ's  brow  His  diadem. 

And  their  followers,  with  more  shallow  mind, 
Search  Bible  verses  that  they  may  find 
A  blasphemy  bitter  and  worse  of  their  kind. 

And  William  had  honored  such  men  as  these — ■ 
Did  he  drink  of  their  wines  to  the  very  lees? 
Yet  often  we  hear  he  bent  prayerful  knees! 

But  This  his  dishonor  to  let  such  crew 
Fed  and  clad  by  his  hand — yet  let  them  brew 
A  drink  that  from  Hell  its  flavor  drew! 

For  This  was  he  judged — for  This  the  blame 
God  darkened  his  honor,  his  power,  his  fame — 
Aye,  branded  forever  with  darkness  his  name! 
As  once  thus  they  poisoned  the  Nations,  so 
His  hand  was  destined  to  strike  a  blow 
To  lay  the  flower  of  the  Nations  low. 

A  Whip  in  the  hands  of  The  Lord  was  he — 
His  work  was  dire  in  its  Deviltry — 
But  Jehovah  would  break  him  across  His  knee! 

For  all  were  guilty  and  open  mouthed — 
The  Son  of  His  Love — The  Christ — had  flouted— 
So  they  in  their  wickedness  should  be  routed. 

To  serve  with  a  bondage  bitter  to  all, 
Drinking  of  blood,  more  bitter  than  gall, 
The  blight  of  Jehovah  on  life  should  fall. 

If  Nations  think,  in  their  insolent  pride, 
That  the  claim  of  Christ  can  be  cast  aside, 
His  Godhead  disowned  and  His  Power  denied, 

They  will  find  they  have  reckoned  without  their  host 
If  they  toss  His  claim  from  pillar  to  post, 
And  He,  The  Mightiest,  hated  most. 

Whoever  declares  The  Christ  not  God — 
The  Man  or  the  Nation  will  feel  His  rod. 
It  is  Death  who  the  scorner's  path  have  trod. 

Your  prayers  to  Jehovah  without  Christ's  name 


THE  WHIP  OF  GOD 


13 


Have  only  confusion,  contempt  and  shame, 
Without  Christ  on  Jehovah  you  have  no  claim. 

No  matter  your  pleading,  prayer  with  tear, 
Without  Christ  you  can  never  reach  God's  ear, 
He  will  never  answer,  nor  ever  hear. 

This  Jehovah's  Fiat — tho'  men  confute 
This  Fact  an  absolute,  living  Truth, 
Jehovah's  Wish — woe  to  those  who  dispute! 

For  Jehovah  hath  set  This  Christ  to  His  Face — 
Who  despises  shall  surely  have  endless  disgrace — 
Who  accepts  will  surely  have  marvelous  Grace. 

'Tis  the  Learned,  the  Wise,  the  Highest  Estate, 
Who  show  to  Lord  Christ  a  contemptible  hate — 
Who  will  not  from  venom  and  sneering  abate. 

The  Nation  who  love  to  honor  such  men 
Are  flouting  Jehovah  with  deadly  sin — 
Jehovah's  contemptible  laugh  shall  win! 

If  you  honor  such  men  by  word  of  mouth 
Bare  Defiance  of  God  is  carried  out — 
'Tis  a  terrible  thing  The  Christ  to  flout! 

France,  Germany,  England  were  glad  to  take  in 
For  Rulers,  for  Churches,  for  Statecraft  such  men — 
Each  Nation  shall  payment  in  Blood  surely  win! 

Men  deem  this  War  is  from  otherwise, 
Men  state  where  the  true  cause  surely  lies, 
Think  Little  if  Nation  The  Christ  defies. 

You  can  flout  the  idea  and  laugh  at  it — 
You  can  puncture  such  reason  with  laughable  wit — 
As  some  say — "  'Tis  only  Madman's  wild  fit." 

Reason  and  toss  it  about  as  you  may — 
The  Nations  will  find  out  some  fine  day — 
Who  scout  His  claims  and  dare  Him  with  — "Nay," 

Shall  meet  Him  at  last  in  Battle  array — 
At  one  Word  of  His — it  is  wildest  dismay — 
Like  chaff  of  the  thrashing  floor  wind  carries  away 
That  Nation  shall  Perish — How  soon? — none  can  say! 

Woe  to  the  foolish  who  stand  in  His  Path! 
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To  the  man  it  is  Death — to  the  Nation  'tis  wrath — 
To  Both  a  most  terrible  aftermath! 

The  Lord  Christ  shall  be  surely  Earth's  visible  King 
Who  bringeth  lip  service,  despicable  thing 
But  Blessing  and  Glory  who  true  hearts  will  bring! 

Lo,  Peace  Delegates  from  Great  Churches  sent 
That  they  in  Peace  Conference  should  represent 
Their  aims,  their  wishes  and  foolish  intent! 

Proud  at  heart  the  Prophets  had  sailed  away 
On  a  wireless  ship — and  they  gathered  each  day 
To  plot,  to  plan,  think  of  what  they  should  say. 

And  as  the  good  ship  drew  near  the  shore 
Their  pride  and  boasting  waxed  more  and  more — 
Lo,  a  grim,  gray  Sea  Monster  of  War  before! 

They  expected  an  open  and  welcoming  hand — 
Met  at  the  Quay  by  A  Peace  Banner  Band — 
But  there  flashed  in  their  face  War's  order: — "Stand!" 

Even  England  would  not  give  a  landing  place — 
War  laughed  in  derision  in  Delegate's  face — 
Lo,  blank  were  their  hearts  for  a  little  space. 

No  prospect  now  for  that  longed-for  time 
Of  meeting — when  commanding  words  sublime 
Flow  from  their  lips — heard  in  every  clime! 

A  despairing  crowd  they  met  in  a  Hall 
And  defiant  still — their  back  to  the  wall — 
They  with  dying  pride  did  on  Kings  call; 

"Lay  down  your  arms!  be  sensible  men 
Nor  slaughter,  nor  butcher  your  ozvn  kin! 
If  you  dorft — you  shall  hear  f  rom  Andy  again!" 

Then  they  slunk  away  in  dismay  to  their  holes — 
Fear  in  their  marrow — and  dismay  in  their  souls — 
To  sleep  in  the  steerage,  eat  mush  from  tin  bowls. 

Protest  was  received  by  King,  Kaiser  and  Czar, 
They  wanted  a  light — and  the  moon  was  afar — 
With  the  solemn  protest  each  lit  his  cigar! 

We  beheld  one  in  pulpit  with  bowed  head — 
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He  with  trembling  earnestness  truly  said: 

Oh,  my  heart  is  sorely  astonished, 
I  thought  that  had  dawned  Peace  Golden  Day, 
The  World  see  no  more  wild  War's  cursed  fray — 
Now  Earth  'neath  my  feet  is  crumbling  away — 

The  Heavens  are  dark — sun  and  stars  go  out — 
My  being  filled  with  distrust,  fear,  doubt, 
No  words  of  Hope  from  my  heart  to  mouth. 

Cursed  be  the  War  Lords!  my  soul  would  fling 
Curses  on  President,  Czar,  Kaiser — King — 
May  curses,  and  curses  on  War  Lords  cling! 

A  Prophet  surely  discredited — 
There  in  confusion  with  bent  head — 
His  people  of  old  by  wind  had  been  fed. 

The  Nations  recovered — will  soon  transgress — ■ 
Their  sins  pile  up  more — not  surely  the  less- 
Still  calling  on  Baal  their  God  to  bless. 

The  Prophets  of  Andy  will  have  no  sense — 
Their  dreams  of  Peace  folly  grow  more  intense — 
Their  hopes  just  now  are  but  held  in  suspense. 

Wed  a  fool  to  his  folly — he  will  adore 
The  madness  of  folly  more  and  more — 
And  grow  greater  fool  than  he  was  before! 

As  long  as  such  Prophets  Christ's  words  despise 
They  are  foolish,  and  only  are  serpent  wise, 
They  feed  the  People  with  half-truth-lies. 

'Tis  woe  to  the  Prophet  who  utters  lies — 
The  blackness  of  Darkness  before  such  lies — 
Jehovah — Christ  shall  not  hear  his  cries! 

Who  Preach  Peace  which  Humanity  self  can  win 
Are  base  deceivers  of  Nations  and  men: — 
For  no  permanent  Peace  'til  Christ  comes  again! 

All  stoutly  to-day  the  churches  refuse 
To  hear  what  Jehovah  said  of  the  Jews — ■ 
And  therefore  their  own  great  Blessing  lose! 
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Where  God  did  for  Zion  His  Love  proclaim 
The  Churches  boldly  blot  out  Jewish  name — 
Write  "Church"  thus  stealing  without  blush  of  shame. 

And  as  such  promises  grand  not  a  few, 
The  Old  Testament  from  their  lips  did  spew — 
"We  discard  the  Old,  but  we  love  the  New." 

Fools!  for  broad  on  the  Blessed  Gospel's  page 
Reuttered  the  promise  that  The  Golden  Age 
Christ  would  bring  it  in  spite  of  Gentile  Rage. 

For  Christ  had  written  to  His  own  Bride 
That  she  in  watching  should  ever  abide — 
But  she  slept — then  awoke — to  cast  aside 

His  literal  Coming!    Lo,  Whitby  came 
A  Unitarian!  and  to  Churches*  shame 
They  hailed  his  lying  with  loud  acclaim. 

For  it  fitted  well  to  their  altered  views — 
"A  Spiritual  Coming'  would  not  refuse — 
So  Whitby's  raving  Good  Gospel  news. 

The  signs  of  His  coming  men  will  not  see! 
Tho'  many  the  signs  which  around  us  be — 
The  Greatest,  the  Budding  Jewish  Fig  Tree. 

They  are  going  back,  but  in  unbelief, 
Alas,  but  their  joy  will  be  short  and  brief — 
When  they  covenant  make  with  Infidel  Chief. 

Alas,  the  Nations  are  blinded  still 
They  dream  of  imperial  and  mighty  will — 
So  dire  cup  of  the  indignation  fill. 

They  still  are  enamoured  of  their  own  ways — 
For  evil  council  they  have  but  praise — 
They  are  gathering  wrath  for  the  coming  days. 

They  are  mad  in  their  strength  to  do  and  dare — 
And  Christ  Jehovah  they  still  declare 
Is  not  God's  Son — nor  Jehovah's  Heir! 

E'en  Ministers  true,  in  a  foolish  mist 
All  stoutly  the  counsel  of  God  resist — 


THE  WHIP  OF  GOD 


Like  as  shaking  to  face  an  angry  fist. 

The  uttered  words  oft'  times  seem  to  say: 
We  will  only  have  Peace  in  our  own  way — 
The  Nations  must  bend  to  our  Gospel  sway. 

They  have  raised  up  the  altar  of  Common  Sense— 
Jehovah's  words  they  have  driven  from  thence — 
So  'twould  seem  as  if  hate  of  God's  will  intense! 

They  will  not  wait  for  Lord  Christ's  return! 
So  to  Christ  of  their  own  their  incense  burn — 
A  literal  coming  with  sneering  spurn! 

So  deeper  and  darker  the  days  set  in — 
Men  pave  the  way  for  The  Man  of  Sin! 
Their  hearts  seem  eager  that  He  shall  win. 

The  Anti-Christ  cometh  in  lordly  way — 
The  Glory  of  Commerce  his  gracious  lay — 
He  will  usher  in  seemingly  Golden  Day. 

Inspired  by  Satan  his  lips  shall  tell 
Of  secret  which  now  seem  impossible, 
Wins  hearts  of  the  human  by  terrible  spell; 

More  wise  than  human — and  he  will  create 
A  Heaven  on  Earth  for  the  poor  and  great — 
And  strange  the  secrets  he  will  relate! 

Feeding  the  hungry — the  naked  be  clad — 
His  deeds  shall  make  all  of  humanity  glad — 
'Til  the  Earth  in  his  praise  and  service  mad. 

The  Christ  be  branded  with  foul  disgrace — 
Jehovah  have  spittle  cast  on  His  face — 
But  contempt  and  scorn  from  the  human  race! 

And  then  as  the  words  of  God  declare — 
A  blasphemous  face  will  surely  rear 
And  He  as  Man — God  worshipped  everywhere. 

He  as  Man's  Lord — a  Saviour  of  Men — 
Shall  stand  as  God  to  the  human  kin — 
The  Old  Roman  Earth  Worship  Man  of  Sin! 

O  Reader,  you  laugh  my  words  with  proud  scorn — 
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Lo,  yet  shall  dawn  that  most  terrible  morn — 
The  Peoples  the  brow  of  their  God  adorn. 

Men  shall  worship  with  prayer,  and  bow  the  knee. 
Acknowledge  a  Man  as  their  Deity — 
Jehovah  hath  spoken  and  such  shall  be! 

Jehovah  hath  spoken  by  Joel's  word, 
Nations  think  that  vision  past,  or  absurd, 
Forgotten  long  since  by  even  The  Lord! 

Zechariah's  vision  concise  and  clear: 
Behold,  the  Day  of  Jehovah  comes  near, 
A  Day  of  terror,  of  wrath,  and  of  fear; 

The  Nations  of  Earth  as  demented  rise, 
Israel — Jerusalem — be  the  prize — 
An  army  vast,  of  uncountable  size. 

Then  Swift  The  Coming  of  Christ  shall  be — 
On  Olivet  Mount  His  feet  shall  men  see — 
Then  Destructions  come  all  suddenly! 

With  just  a  zuord  from  The  Christ  alone, 
The  wasting  of  flesh — the  wasting  of  bone — 
The  wasting  of  tongue,  so  not  one  moan — 

The  wasting  of  eyes — then  none  can  see 
His  comrade's  face — then  ferocity — 
A  maelstrom  of  terror  and  agony. 

They  had  thrown  their  gauntlet  in  Lord  Christ's  teeth — 
Lo,  His  terrible  answer  sharp  and  fleet — 

Then  at  Christ's  word  comes  a  glorious  birth — 
Men  shall  see  a  sinless  and  happy  Earth — 
A  place  of  plenty,  of  joy  and  of  mirth. 

In  the  morning  the  Earth  like  storm  tossed  tide — 
Sudden  hush — Its  Creator  stood  beside! 
Lo,  sweet  Peace  on  the  Earth  at  even  tide. 


Wat 


There  is  War  in  the  West — and  War  in  the  East — 

The  vultures  are  gathering  fast  for  the  feast, 

Lo,  the  sky  and  the  Earth  are  black  with  their  wings — 

For  Hell's  Scorpions  let  loose — and  Death  in  their  stings — 

Mortal  eyes  cannot  see,  but  we  know  they  are  there 

On  heights,  in  the  valleys,  the  stretches  of  air, 

They  make  devils  of  humans  to  snarl  and  fight, 

Once  closest  of  friends  now  a  hate  to  the  sight; 

The  Demons  are  laughing,  the  Pit  is  let  loose 

The  World  is  flooded  by  blood,  vile  abuse, 

The  Demons  are  out  and  Grim  Death  in  control 

And  while  they  are  loose — surely  Death  takes  his  toll! 

The  Demons  are  flashing  from  High  Court  to  Court, 
The  War  Lords  are  dragging  their  Juggernauts  forth — ■ 
The  wheels  are  of  iron,  and  Shrapnel,  and  Shell, 
The  Whips  of  the  War  Lords  the  Peoples  compel 
To  bring  forth  their  Dearest — Father,  the  Mother, 
The  hoary  of  age — aye,  sister  and  brother, 
The  wife  and  her  children — wee  babies  so  small 
Too  young  to  stand  up — so  the  wee  things  must  crawl! — 
All  under  the  wheels  of  the  Juggernauts  thrown — 
It  is  bruising  of  flesh,  crush  of  marrow  and  bone, 
Lo,  the  blood  flows  behind  from  the  victims  before — 
Oh,  the  Demons  had  never  such  revel  of  yore! 

The  Sun  looking  forth  in  its  splendor  of  Peace, 
From  dawning  to  setting  its  Blessings  ne'er  cease, 
Fields  of  wheat,  of  barley,  of  oats  and  of  hay, 
Bountiful,  plenty  to  keep  Hunger  away— 
But  all  now  are  trampled — and  sodden  with  rain 
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Which  ne'er  came  from  Heaven,  and  scattered  on  plain 
Where  once  smiled  the  cottage — now  all  in  mad  blaze — 
All  blood  stained  the  pasture  where  once  the  cow  grazed — 
Gaunt  ruin  of  houses  where  children  once  laughed — 
The  Demons  are  laughing  such  wine  they  have  quaffed — 
More  blood  of  the  Human  than  ever  before — 
Loj  War  Lords  are  busy  to  bring  them  some  more. 

Ho,  The  Demons  are  busy  on  every  sea 
Sowing  seeds — and  are  gloating  o'er  harvests  to  be — 
The  Galleon  sweeping,  down-laden  with  wheat — 
An  explosion,  now  torn  by  Demon's  sharp  teeth: 
And,  lo,  the  gray  monsters  watch  every  sea  space 
The  light  of  Destruction  aglow  on  each  face; 
Demons  pat  the  black  muzzles,  bring  up  the  shell, 
The  torpedoes,  the  shrapnel — conceived  first  in  Hell — 
Sharp  splendor  of  light  flashes  over  the  sea 
More  deadly  than  typhoon  or  tempest  can  be, 
See  flight  of  destruction,  in  quivering  sweep 
The  monstrous  War  Ship  goes  down  to  the  deep! 
The  Demons'  glad  laughter  rings  over  the  wave 
While  seamen  uncanvassed  sink  down  to  their  grave. 
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In  love  of  Notoriety 

Hysterical  our  Age — 
So  many  Prophets  that  there  be 

Our  sorrows  to  assuage; 
Reformers  fresh  at  morn  light — 

With  Panacea  for  pain — 
At  noon  full  bloom — they  wilt  at  night— 

And  never  seen  again. 
Our  Public  so  excitable 

They  know  not  what  is  calm — 
Alas,  for  This,  with  sorrow  tell, 

Church  Members  take  the  Palm. 
They  should  sheet-anchor  be  for  men 

And  not  confused — in  doubt — 
They  mix  true  goodness  with  bald  sin — 

Not  Victory — but  Rout! 
And  if  Church  Members  the  Earth's  salt 

They've  lost  the  strength  and  power — 
They  grimace,  wabble,  and  then  halt 

To  guide  in  Danger's  hour. 
Most  learned  ones  in  the  Churches  are 

But  gropers  in  dark  mist — 
They've  shut  their  eyes  to  Morning  Star 

He  did  not  exist! 
Philosophy  in  Pulpit  sits — 

And  Science  in  the  chair — 
The  Will-O-Wisp  before  them  flits, 

And  Christ  not  anywhere! 
So  larger  Public  more  at  sea 

Are  lurching  to  and  fro, 
Soul  sickness  all  around  we  see — 

Where  goes  the  ship?    None  know! 
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And  so  the  Public  losing  Faith 

Of  what  most  Preachers  say, 
Go  hunting  more  substantial  wraith 

To  guide  them  on  life's  way. 
And  so  false  Prophets  multiply — 

Each  a  New  God  brings  forth — 
Until  we  surely  seem  to  be 

Of  the  High  Gods — but  sport! 
And  now  sweet  women  rushing  loose — 

The  Greatest  Gods  would  be — 
They'll  rid  the  World  of  all  abuse — 

Bring — World  Felicity! 

A  well-fed  Lady  in  soft  chair 

Was  lolling,  not  at  ease, 
Her  anxious  thought  would  seek  somewhere 

Ambition's  whim  to  please — 
And,  lo,  there  flashed  a  brilliant  thought — 

Her  heart  was  full  of  joys — 
Why  not  to  lands  where  madmen  fought 

Send  children  Ship  of  Toys! 
A  Paper  grasped  the  new  surprise — 

It  shook  the  Public  heart — 
Wise  Statesmen  to  hold  public  eyes 

Cried,  "Let  us  do  our  part!" 
From  beggar  to  Vice-President 

All  were  alert  to  see — 
That  if  a  load  of  Toys  were  sent 

Peace  had  won  Victor}  ! 
The  Toys — like  monkeys,   Teddy  Bears, 

And  marbles,  dolls,  and  tops, 
Would  free  the  Warring  of  Grim  Cares — 

And  open  all  closed  shops! 
The  Toys  will  soften  William's  heart — 

And  even  Russian  Czar 
Wires,  "George,  you  too  must  take  a  part 

With  price  of  a  cigar," 
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I  read  and  throbbed  in  every  nerve 

Great  joy  in  every  vein — 
I  hoped  from  this  we  will  not  swerve — 

By  this  Great  Peace  obtain. 
My  thoughts  with  joy  were  all  ablaze 

At  such  Toy  cheering  thought — 
I  said — Dawn  of  Millennium  Days 

O'er  plains  where  madmen  fought! 

I  met  on  street  a  Toiler  grim 
Said  he,  (all  wide  awake) 

"Of  any  idiotic  whim 

This  surely  takes  the  cake! 
The  famished  children  cry  for  bread 

With  their  wild,  whelplike  moan — 
'Tis  like  to  what  The  Christ  once  said— 

For  Bread  we  give  a  stone! 
See,  breaks  the  cold  and  bitter  morn — 

The  wind  is  sharp  and  chill — 
This  is  the  Day  The  Christ  was  born — 

Our  Gifts  come  with  good  will! 
From  shell-shot  wall,  and  shattered  cot, 

What  ragged  creatures  creep — 
They  look  as  God  had  known  them  not — 

Rubbing  from  eyes  the  sleep; 
Famished  and  wan,  the  faces  shrunk, 

They  shiver  in  wind  gale — 
With  hunger,  stagger  as  if  drunk, 

With  scarce  a  voice  to  wail; 
The  Father  slain — the  Mother  lies 

Dishonored  in  Death's  rest — 
Wild  staring  eyes  at  silent  skies — 

Her  Baby's  lips  seek  breast. 
"Bread!  Bread!"  the  famished  creatures  whine — 

Mud  spattered  girls  and  boys — 
0  Heaven,  it  was  a  thought  Divine 

To  send  such  creatures  Toys! 
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The  children  in  an  hour  or  two 

Are  sure  to  make  a  rift, 
So  that  they  can  the  inside  view — 

Just  sawdust  is  our  gift! 

"Forsooth,  there  are  three  chicks  of  mine 

Who  sometimes  go  unfed, 
And  tho'  my  strength  in  heart  as  wine 

I  cannot  earn  them  bread. 
Men  scorn  the  poverty  at  home — 

Or  give  damned  charity! 
In  vain  for  days  I  City  roam 

But  not  a  job  for  me. 
Behold,  the  muscles  in  my  arms — 

All  stalwart  I  to  view — 
But  all  my  pleadings  have  no  charms 

To  give  me  work  to  do! 
And  so  I  know  what  children  want — 

Toys  charm  not  the  unfed, 
The  constant  wish,  the  "wee"  hearts  pant — 

For  just  a  bit  of  bread! 
Why,  Mate,  I  sometimes  think  'twere  best 

The  Kingdom  Come  to  view — 
But  for  the  thoughts  which  wrack  my  brea 

What  would  the  "Kiddies"  do? 
My  wife  her  last  days  then  to  spend 

At  washing  tub — scrub  floors — 
My  family  without  true  friend 

Beggars  at  beggar's  doors! 
So  Hope  comes  often  to  my  side — 

Says,  'Better  days  will  come — 
If  not,  why  there  is  honest  pride 

To  suffer  and  be  dumb.'  " 

And  then  the  black  tobacco  pipe 
He  drew  from  darkened  teeth — 

"Why  not  this  Toy  fool  business  snipe — 
Send  Children  Ship  of  Wheat," 
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Oh,  Cry  aloud,  my  England,  Cry  aloud! 
For  Thou  hast  entered  in  appalling  cloud — 
Lo,  Thou,  in  sorrow  surely  shall  be  bow'd. 

Not  in  the  Present  War — for  Thou  shalt  yet 
Mother  among  great  Nations,  boasting,  sit — 
The  scars  from  present  War  Thou  canst  forget. 

Oh,  Cry  aloud,  My  England,  for  Thy  crime 
Is  piling  up  against  that  awful  Time 
When  shattered  Thou  shall  be,  stamped  in  the  slime! 

Lo,  I  was  suckled  in  the  praise  of  Thee — 
Heard  of  Thy  Greatness  on  my  Mother's  knee — 
While  stalwart  Father  praised  continually — 

Two  Brothers  surely  gave  best  life  to  Thee, 
They  sailed  beneath  Thy  Flag  o'er  Foreign  Sea — 
And  One  knew  well  what  Battle's  wrath  may  be. 

And  tho'  I  long  in  Foreign  land  have  dwelt 
Yet  still  my  thoughts  in  loyalty  have  knelt — 
Thy  pangs  of  all  defeat  my  soul  still  felt. 

So  I  Thy  Son,  can  surely  speak  to  Thee 
Not  in  dull  anger — and  no  ingrate  be — 
Alas,  upon  my  tongue  Jehovah's  prophecy! 

Shattered  to  pieces — surely  not  destroyed — 
Sudden  the  terrors  against  Thee  employed — - 
But  as  a  Nation  shall  not  make  Thee  void! 

Lo,  Thou  hast  been  a  Jewel  Case  to  hold 
Jehovah's  Book,  and  wert  exceeding  bold 
To  face  all  Nations  who  to  God  were  cold. 

An  Open  Word  that  He  who  ran  may  read — 
And  every  other  Nation  Thou  didst  lead 
In  publishing,  and  wishing  a  good  speed. 

And  surely  feared  among  the  Nations  Thou 
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Wearing  a  crown  upon  the  sea  girt  brow 
That  never  to  a  conqueror  did  bow! 

Jehovah's  held  Thee  precious  in  His  hand, 
While  tramping  armies  blackened  every  land 
Thou  in  Thy  sea  girt  armour  free  did  stand. 

An  Isle  as  small  as  any  Land  could  be — 
Yet  spreading  far — waxing  exceeding — 
'Til  now  Thou  sittest  Mistress  of  The  Sea! 

'Til  not  a  Nation  eager  for  War's  fray 
But  paused  e'er  plunging  on  the  unknown  way, 
And  asked  with  tremor — "What  will  England  say." 

Where  shall  one  go  and  Thy  Flag  is  not  seen — 
Alas,  that  ever  may  be  said — "Has  Been!" 
My  soul  is  more  than  sorrowful  I  ween. 

Alas,  like  evil  Messenger  I  stand 
Jehovah's  Open  Book  within  my  hand 
Read  of  destruction  to  beloved  Land. 

What  was  Phenicia,  Carthage — even  Rome 
For  small  the  space  their  pushing  footsteps  roam — 
Compared  to  Thine — breasting  all  Ocean's  foam. 

Heir  to  Phenicia,  or  her  modern  daughter — 
Whose  restless  spirit  wandered  every  water — 
Alas,  to  leave  o'er  all  a  trace  of  slaughter. 

Surely  o'er  all  the  Earth  the  eye  can  see 
The  seeds  you  planted  grow  luxuriantly — 
O'er  the  broad  Earth  Thy  Daughters  Nations  be! 

And  is  it  a  fantastic — idle  dream — 
All  Nations  held  in  check  adown  Time's  stream 
'Til  Thou  hadst  blossomed — such  God's  wish  I  deem! 

For  Greater  Nations  surely  than  Thy  Throne — 
And  yet  as  girding  up  Thy  skirts,  alone 
The  Colonizing  Blessing  seemed  Thine  own! 

Surely  another  Israel  in  God's  hand 
He  made  Thee  Mighty — gave  Thee  vast  command — 
The  vastest  Empire — smallest  The  Home  Land! 

It  seemed  as  He  had  wished  and  shaped  for  Thee 
The  wide  Dominion  of  an  Open  Sea 
And  said — "Possess — Thy  Birthright  it  shall  be!" 
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The  World's  Commerce  in  Thy  lap  had  thrown — 
O'er  all  the  Earth  Thy  Fabrics  surely  known — 
Thou  to  the  World's  Commerce  gave  the  tone: 

And  poured  a  golden  stream  unto  thy  purse — 
Alas,  Thy  greed  hath  changed  such  to  a  curse — 
In  her  most  wicked  days  was  even  Rome  the  worse! 

Thou  the  Gold  Mart — Thou  the  World's  Exchange — 
Nations  afar  no  matter  where  their  range 
Brought  discounts  to  Thee — thinking  no  ways  strange 

A  little  Island  had  such  store  of  wealth — 
As  if  all  Nations  at  her  feet  had  knelt — 
A  homing  Gold  spot  where  all  Nations  dealt! 

And  yet  not  all  a  curse  upon  the  Earth — 
Thy  Coming,  Harbinger  to  Nation's  mirth, 
Thy  common  Justice  Races  did  begirth. 

For  all — no  matter  color,  or  how  base, 
Could  lift  to  English  Judge  a  pleading  face — 
Lo,  strictest  Justice  to  the  Conquered  Race. 

Tho'  Oft'  the  sword  and  flame  to  conquest  sent — 
Yet  in  Thy  Government  the  one  intent — 
To  give  great  Liberty  where  e'er  You  went. 

Tho'  grievous  were  Thy  sins  to  colored  Race — 
Thy  Gin,  Thy  Opium,  other  crimes  debase — 
Yet  on  the  whole  a  blessing  to  each  face. 

Alas,  Thy  heart  was  full  of  swollen  pride — 
And  Thou  God's  Truth  as  fetters  cast  aside — ■ 
As  'Twas  Thyself — not  God  did  all  provide. 

Grown  fat,  luxurious,  wanton  and  immense — 
As  wealth  of  glory  Thine  own  recompense 
For  Thy  Forethought,  and  brawn,  and  common  sense. 

God's  wishes  dwindled  surely  in  Thine  eyes — 
You  were  so  strong,  so  cunning,  and  so  wise 
In  Thy  conceits — God's  Words  unheeded  lies'. 

For  Nations  surely  suffer  for  their  sin — 
As  God's  Laws  broken  by  the  common  men 
Nation,  like  men,  chastisement  surely  win. 

Alas,  Thy  Riches  only  for  the  few — - 
The  poor  waxed  poorer — to  the  beerhouse  drew — 
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Thy  Poorhouses  were  enlarged  by  larger  brew. 

And  growing  bleared  eyed,  sodden  in  the  brain, 
Held  many  warnings  of  Jehovah  vain — 
Or  treated  them  with  patronized  disdain! 

And  You  let  evil  minded  men  possess 
Your  seats  of  learning — they  who  did  profess 
To  Worship  Christ — base  thieves  in  shepherd  dress! 

Lo,  in  your  seats  of  learning  brazen  men 
Treating  The  Word  with  criticising  ken 
Did  surely  anger  of  Jehovah  win! 

You  fed  them  well  with  honey,  meat  and  wine, 
And  not  an  honor  you  could  give  of  Thine 
But  to  their  whelpish  grasping  did  resign! 

So  they  debauched  your  young  men  with  their  lies — - 
Brought  forth  a  race  of  manhood  to  despise 
The  Word  of  God — as  common  human  lies! 

And  surely  pressed  such  Leaders  in  the  State — 
The  men  who  openly  did  Christ  Jehovah  hate 
You  honored,  and  respected,  called  them  great! 

You  made  them  Judges,  Counselors,  aye,  made 
Them  Viceroys,  Governors — and  honors  laid — 
Who  gloried  in  the  thought — that  not  of  God  afraid! 

For  when  Jehovah  by  the  prophet's  pen 
Has  written  plainly  that  Transgression — "Sin" — 
They  scratch  the  page  inserting  "Faults"  therein. 

Blessings  Jehovah's  oath  sworn  to  the  Jews 
To  Acquiesce  Thy  Churchmen  did  refuse — 
"The  Anglo  Saxon  did  Jehovah  choose." 

Ministers  and  Archbishops  strode  about, 
With  venom,  words  of  treason  in  their  mouth — 
Spoke  of  Jehovah  Christ  as  common  "clout"! 

0  England — England!  this  Thine  awful  crime — 
For  this  Thou  surely  shall  have  reckoning  time — 
Shattered  Thy  Power  at  home,  in  Foreign  clime! 

Thou  leadest  now  The  Nations  to  the  night 
That  yet  shall  darken  all  the  World,  and  blight 
The  human,  'til  they  cannot  see  aright. 
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Surely  Thou  art  the  Leader  in  the  van 
Of  Nations  entering  on  Satanic  plan 
To  bloom  of  wickedness — Deify  a  Man! 

The  Word,  your  scholars  scorn  and  deride 
With  silly  patronage  have  faintly  tried 
To  honor  prettily — now  cast  aside — 

Reveals  all  clearly  to  the  faithful  eye 
What  Terrible  Grim  Times  are  drawing  nigh 
Days  which  your  Teachers  la,ugh  at,  and  deny! 

England — my  England!  'tis  not  hid  from  Thee — 
'Tis  written  plain — that  even  fools  may  see 
That  Thy  destruction  cometh  suddenly! 

For  comes  a  time — incredible  to  men — 
When  the  Ten  Kingdoms  a  compact  shall  win 
Give  Power  and  Glory  to  The  Man  of  Sin. 

Oxford  and  Cambridge — both  despising  Truth! 
Heedless  of  Christ — or  mystified  in  sooth — 
Lo,  Thou  to  their  Hall's  wickedness  was  mute! 

As  long  as  Commerce  played  on  golden  flute 
It  mattered  little  scholars  did  dispute 
Of  That  which  is  unknowable — The  Truth. 

Alas,  God's  warning  ringeth  u  False  Alarm" — 
Thou  sayest  in  Thine  heart,  no  one  shall  harm — 
Commercial  Greatness  with  its  gold  shall  charm. 

And  Thou  to  Commerce  shall  bring  heart  and  brain  — 
And  every  false  Religion  shall  maintain 
To  gather  up  a  wide  World  molten  Gain. 

Greed,  Greed  shall  flourish  as  an  Upas  Tree — 
And  soon  The  Truth  of  God  contemptuously 
Be  cast  aside  if  to  Gold  hindrance  be. 

So  Godless  Commerce  blossom  as  a  rose! 
And  if  The  Truth  shall  Commerce  Laws  oppose 
So  much  the  worse  for  Truth,  as  all  men  knows. 

And  so  old  Rome's  Imperial  Nation  rise 
In  its  once  former  outlines  to  the  eyes — ■ 
All  men  shall  hail  it  with  a  glad  surprise. 

Euphrates'  Babylon  be  built  once  more — 
The  Gold  of  Europe  build  and  shall  restore — 
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Nay,  make  its  Glory  vaster  than  before. 

The  Babylon  of  Revelation  shall  arise, 
It's  "Ephah"  flag  shall  float  upon  the  skies, 
And  Commerce  have  a  Home  to  human  eyes. 

Her  Godless  Commerce  shall  invite  the  Race 
To  come  and  worship  in  Her  Golden  Place — 
Where  all  Religions  meet  with  smiling  face. 

And,  Thine,  O  England,  surely  first  to  be 
Beneath  the  bough  of  this  all  golden  tree 
To  gather  in  the  fruit  lasciviously. 

And  Thine,  O  England,  to  shut  Gospel  Truth- 
Shall  not  of  Sin  let  Gospelers  dispute — 
They  to  all  Heathen  Nations  must  be  mute. 

And  then  Thine  Hatred  of  The  Christ  displayed — 
The  Anti-christ — the  Man  of  Sin  shall  aid — 
Shall  flout  Jehovah's  Christ  all  unafraid. 

And  Thou  the  most  enlightened  of  The  Race 
Shall  grovel  in  the  dust — and  bow  Thy  face 
To  Worship  Anti-christ  to  Death's  disgrace. 

And  surely  wanton  and  without  excuse — 
For,  Lo,  the  Bible  ready  for  Thy  use — 
You  closed  the  volume  with  screed  of  abuse. 

Thou  in  the  van  of  Nations,  all  thy  strength 
Of  armed  millions,  with  the  Fool's  intent 
To  Conquer  gathered  Israel's  new  built  tent. 

But,  Lo,  the  Coming  Christ  shall  shadow  all — 
On  Thee  shall  Zechariah's  Murrain  fall — 
And  the  Flesh  melt  with  horror  to  appall! 

And,  Lo,  thy  Warships  to  destruction  tossed — 
So  all  Thy  vaunted  Glory  shall  be  Lost — 
To  the  last  farthing  God  demand  Sin's  cost! 

O  England,  England,  well  may  I  lament, 
As  tottering  wall  Thy  Glory  shall  be  rent — 
Shall  feel  Jehovah-Christ's  all  conquering  strength' 

Yet  may  I  hope  that  when  The  Christ  shall  reign- 
That  He  will  bless  Thee  even  once  again — 
And  Thou  on  Earth  the  second  in  His  train — 
And  Thou  in  praising  never  more  shall  feign. 


